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e Athenian Mercury . 
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_ 


Gentlemen, : 


Our late Promife of Obliging Cuftomers 
Y of all forts, has made me prefume that 
youll vouchfafe a Garment to this Infant- 
Mufe, whofe uncoricét Lines and naked Or- 
naments dare not iaunch into the Cenfori- 
ous World *till you Cultivate and Adorn 
them with the Name of Athens: However, 
the Worft Fate that this my firft Attempt 
can Incurr, is to find thofe unpolifh’d Veries 
Exalted in your Doggrel Mercury, which will 
really be efteem’d an Honour conferr’d upon 


14th. Tune 1693. 
+ ’ 3 , 
Your daily Adnurer, 


W. D. 


Queff. 1. 
T was the time when the pale Queen of Night 
| When all her jtarry Train did {weetly /hine, 
Whe filenc dullne{s did to fleep invite, _ 
And wvary Souls lay drown'd in Love and Wine. 
2. 
In tis propitious hour the God of Love 
Breath'd in my Soul, and whilper’d in my Ear, 
Toli me the Moon high in her Qib did move, 
And that th appointed happy bour was near. 


No fooner the blind God had touch'd my Heart, 
But all Lethargick Sleep was quickly gone, 

All midnight Dreams did at bis fight depart, 
As Mifts diffolve before the Rifing Sun 


Tivn up I role, and did my felf convey 
With fkealing ters unto the Bowre of Blils ; 


To Mariana’s Bowre, which did di{play Lie 
A Bed of Rofes ina Paradife. fe/ WO) 
5. ¢ 4 *s 


No Night was there but what the Trees did make; 
Fo. all refalzent wis wee Lunar Light ; 


The Sun when near ihe Zeric) merecold take 
Wird fuck {weet Beauty s te admatring fight. 
6, 


But as fair Eden was 4 Wilderne(s, 

Ani all unpleafant did to Man appear 
Till Heaven confider'd his Hnbappinels, 

And Eve was {ent to make the happy Pair. 


; if 
So all the Charming Obdjeéts of this Nighe 
Could not my sou from its lov'd Center draw ; 
The songs of Angels could not me delight, 
Till { say Deareff Mirsana jaw. 
Ps) 
The time srefix'd, pale Luna now bad brought 
When my Dear Charmer fhould have met me there, 
She comes, fatd 1; tor ah, ¥ title thought 
She could be Kale, who was fo wondrous Fair. 
9. 
I waited long, and Sigh’d the time away, 
And try'd if Love would {uperfede my Fear, 
For Lovers souls we foner bent the way 
That leads to Hope than that unto Delpair. 


‘ I oO. 
What various Paffions feix’d my troubled Breaft 
When firft I thought even fhe could prove untrue ? 
What wild \dea’s robb'd my Soul of reft, 
How did my Hopes decay, my Fears renenp? 
It. 
My Hopes, which vanifht with the Night away, 
And fetting Starrs ber Perjury proclaim ; 
The Moon grew fick at the approach of Day, 
Anil left me Curfing Mariana’s Name. 
12. 
Now leagn’d Athenians tune your willing Lyre, 
And in foft Mufick waft me to that World 
Where Love's bright Flames no longer feed defire, 
Or Souls with various Paffions tojs'd and burl d. 
13. 
For J am loft in Hurricanes of Grief, 
No Fey’s Horizon bounds my wandring Sight, 
My Eye’s deny’d the Objeé of Relief, 
View nothing now but Everlafting Night. 


14. 
The Sun dees daily fert, but fetts to rife, 
The Moon each Month doth lofe her borrow’d Pride, 
Yet they regain their Light, and grace the Skies, 
He like 4 jocund Bridegroom, fhe the Bride. 
15. 
But all my Glories are for ever fled, 
And loft for ever in the Womb of Night, 
No light appears my wandring Steps 10 guide 
Byt Ignis fatuus which deceives my fight. 


16. 
Yet I am fore’d to follow, tho’ it lead 
Tothe black brink of Ruine and Defpair, 
I thought this Beauty with the Night was fled, 
But now it rifes like the Morning-ftar. 


17. : 
This perjurd fhe, whofe Crimes might fink her Sout 
Quite thrd the Center torh’ Infernal Pit. 
Yet now methinks her Eyes begin to roll, 
And fhine like Diamonds that are fet in Fete, 


18. 
Tell me why Beauty bas {uch wondrous Charms, 
Why Gaudy Nature baffles Humane Art ? 
Why the {hort pleafures of a Womans Arms 
Dethrone Man's Reafon, and bewitch bis Heart ? 


19. 
The Fire of Love burns fiercely more and more, } 
And Chymift-like bas chang’d my Earthly Frame, : 
Each Atom now that paflive was before | 
Is big with Soul, and I no more the fame. 
20. | 
Say where my Thoughts fhall their glad Requiem find, i 
Free fiom the tumults of ungrateful Love ? q 
Say, fhall I plack this falle one from my Mind, | 
And in the Orb of Wine not Women move ? 


Anfw. 1. 
The jolly World's deceiv’d, ah happier thofe 
Who in tair Virtues Paths ferenely tred; 
The Day with. pious Thoughts devoutly clofe, 
With equal Calmne/s take their Grave and Bed. 


2. 
As happy they whom the true God of Love 
Gently injpires loft-whifpering In their Ear ; i 
Who when the Moon high in her Orb does move I 


Forget all mortal Thoughts and Plesfures here. 


3. Nor 
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Nor fooner his kind Spirit can touch their Heart 
But all /redorious fleep is chac’d and gone ; 

All worlily Dreams muft at his fight depart, 
Thole Mifts diflolve before th’ Eternal Sun. 


4. 
Then up they :ife, and theie glad Minds convey 
On a wing’d Sigh to yon celeftial Bow’r ; 
The Path which thither leads, the milkie Way, 
The Skie’s the Fields, and every Star's a Flower. 
No Nizht is there but what our Crimes have made, 
For all refulgent is with beavenly Light ; 
The Sun himfelf is but th’ Almighty’s fhade, 
Dazled, like us, with Beams more fierce and bright. 
s 6. 
But as fair Eden was a Wilderne/s 
While the fit Man did wander there alone, 
"Till Heav’n beftow’d a proper Happine/s, 
And Eve, bright Eve t’ her ravifht Lord was fhown. 


7 
So all the charming Objects of the Night 
Tuo narrow for Man’s mighty Mind wou'd prove ; 
The Songs of Angels cannot yleld delight 
Till they the Head of Angels fee and love. 


That Syren pleafure why thou'd we admire, 

And yet chat it decezves us fti]] complain ? 
Ratie let’s fix our Admiration higher, 

Where is no Fair and Falfe, or Fair.and Vain. 


There no unmanly Fear contracts the Heart, 
There no faife Hope thal] cheat the grafping mind : 
Fear, which at Dreams and Shadows makes us ffart, 
Falfe Hope, the worft of Ils chat plague mankind. 
10. 
How fhou’d the /ab’ring Mind but be diftrefs’t 
When wildly tots'd on Paffon's rolling Wave 2 
How ean you either fafely Hope, or reft, 
When there’s no Anchor the vex'd Bark to fave. 


If. 
Happier, who wear the Night in Hymns away, 
And with the Morning God’s high Praile proclaim : 
Who teach the waking Birds at waking Day, 
To celebrate their common Maker's Name. 


I2- 
Ah cou’d we but, Great Bard! fo happy be 
To feel one Spark of that Caleftial Fire, 
We'd leave the scoffing World, our fecves and thee, 
And mount to Heav’n in Flames of pure defire. 


13. 
There from the Angels learntheir Songs Divine, 
And fcarce lefs blefsd our felves than Angels prove : 
How bright the Beatifick Glory’s fhine, 
How lovely the lov’d Face of boundlefs Love. 
14. 
How looks the Saviour ! what vaft ftreams of Light 
From his five daz/ing Wounds inceffant flow ! 
How mild his Heavenly Eyes; and yet how bright, 
And all thofe Fas we'd gladly dye to know. 
14: 
From that blefs’d Canaan fome blefs'd Fruits we'd bear, 
Till you and all the cheated World grew wife: 
We'd tell you what unfading Beauties there, 
Tell you how {weet the walks of Paradife. 
16. 
No Winds or Sighs, no Rain, or ftubborn Tears, 
No glowing Wrath, or no refiftle(s Fire, 
No chilling Froffs, or far more chilling Fears, 
No Hurricanes of Anger or Defire. 
17. 
Here mortal Beauty all its Charms wou’d lofe, 
Nor Glow-worms inthe Sun pretend to thine: 
No fair Enchantrefs cou’d our Eyes abute, 
Or feize our Hearts, if fill’d with Love Divine. 


18. 


We give ‘em all, forfake th’ inglorious Field, 
Petition to be Slaves, and Court our Chain ; 
Wou'd late retrieve what we too foon did yield, 
Firft meanly yield, as meanly then complain. 
Ig. 
Ev'n yet ‘tis poflible to win the Day, 

Cou'd wethe Glorious Prize of Conqueft fhow ; 
Cou’d we that World in its true Light difplay, 
But Ah, we fink ten thoufand Worlds below. 

20. 

Yet this {mall Aim may guide thy vigorous mind, 
May tell thee where thy weary Soul may reft : 
Where foon th’ advantage of the Change thou'lt find 

And ev’n her Fatfhood blefs that makes thee blefs'd. 


Queft. 2. with the two following from a Gentleman, 


To Chris true Church, my Will to hers refien'd, 
I gladly wou'd my Feps directly bend : 

But where that Church fhall wandring Mortals find 
Since mulsiply'd Divifions know no end? , 


An{w. 
Where e’re the Word and Sacred Signs are found, 
There’s the true Church, which thall Hells cates defie : 
Not fo, with what e’re fpecious Titles crown’d, 
Who either thefe neglect, or that deny. 


3 Qu. 
A juft refpett V'd to the Altar pay, 
Nor thofe who onthe Altar wait delpife ; 
Yet woud not them implicitely obey, 
I hate Abufes, and I hate Difguife. 
An|m. 
There is a Medium which the Wife can find, 
Their Words examine by the Sacred Page ! 
Tho’ we're not now to implicit Faith enclin’d, 
Nor is that one o’th’ reigning Sins o’th’ Age. 


Qu. 4. 
My Faith Id pay, but not my Reafon lofe, 
Humbly recetve what God, not Man has feal'd ; 
But fince falfe Propbets oft the World abufe, 
How fhall I know what's forg’d from what's reveal’ d ? 
Anja. 
Still with God’s Word the Words of Men compare, 
That {till with humble diligence turvey, 
All xeceffary Truths fhine clearly there ; 
This Index mind, you'll never lofe your Way. 


Aodbtertifements. 


a Noviffima, or a Catalogue of Books on di- 
vers Subjeéts. Containing, I. Books lately Print- 
edin England. It: Books newly Repriated. III. Books 
now in the Prefs, with a fhort Account of the par- 
ticular Defign of teveral of them. Together with a 
Catalogue of Books lately Printed, now Printing and 
Reprinting, in France, Germany, Holland, 8&c. FUNE 
1693. Printed for the Bookfellers of London and W eft. 
minfter, and to be Sold by Randal Taylor near Stationers 
Hall. 
A’ the Outropers-Office. the Weft End of the Royal 
Exchange im Cornhill, will be Expofed to Sule on 
Wednelday the sth. and Thurfday the 6th. of this in- 
fiant July an extraordinary Collection of Paintings and Limn- 
ings of feveral Eminent Perjons lately deceafed, by way of 
Mining, « Method not hitherto ufed inEngland. The Sule 
beginning precifely at Three of the Clock each Afternoon, 
and to be fold by Day-light. Catalogues may be bad at the 
place of Sale. 


A New Milch Afs may be bought on reafonable 


Terms. Enquire at the Raven in the Poultrey, 


— Be 


LONDO N, Printed for Jobu Dunton at the Raven in the Poultrey, 169 3. 


